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up alongside, still holding the ridiculous white flag. At the impact
his hand dropped to his sword-hilt.

"Thou treacherous  foreign  dog!    What dost thou------"   He

never finished the question. Westerne saw him through a red mist
of rage, saw yet another person who insulted him, impeded him,
interfered with him. Without hesitation or thought he drove his
fist into the angry, dark face beside him.

Fist work is a thing that no Indian ever expects or understands.
Taken completely unaware, the jemadar swayed in his saddle, his
horse plunged, he toppled sideways and crashed to the ground.

Delacey, in the shadow of the ruined bungalow, saw oppor-
tunity approaching. " Get mounted, Kunaji Lai. Things are going
to happen/'

They were. The jemadar was on his feet again in an instant,
snatched a pistol from his belt. Westerne, with the reckless courage
of blind fury, drove his horse at him. The pistol exploded, the
bullet whistled harmlessly away into the still, hot air. The horse
reared almost upright at the report right under its nose, came down
again. One flailing hoof struck the jemadar on the forehead. He
crumpled up.

But already his men were charging forward. ff Din! Din! Death
to the infidel! " And it was obvious that they were quite indifferent
as to whether the infidel was English or Hindu. The men of the 3rd
Cavalry took up the challenge. They were Rajputs, and far older
and far deeper than any grudge against the British was their hatred
of the Moslem. The street became a maelstrom of flashing swords
and plunging horses, dimly seen through clouds of dust, the air was
heavy with contending battle cries. The sepoys of the 68th sprang
up, uncomprehending, uncertain what to do, but convinced they
should do something. One of them excitedly let off his rifle at
nothing in particular. An excellent idea. The others followed suit,
firing wildly at random. Saddles began to empty; the riderless
horses gravitated with the unfailing instinct of cavalry horses
towards the only animals that were standing still.

" Useful things, horses/' Delacey said, " Hang on to them,
Kunaji Lai,"

The crazy battle continued, intensified. But at least one party
was not firing at random. The garrison of the bungalow knew that,
whatever might be the motives and intentions of the cavalry, the
infantry were definitely hostile; coolly and deliberately, whenever
the whirling dust clouds and swaying, shifting medley of horses
gave them a glimpse of any sepoy of the 68th, they picked rjim off.
These were the men they had trained and looked after and led in
battle and a cold hatred steadied their hands and ensured their aim.